idols are dead ; in the womb, we have eyes and see not,
ears and hear not.  There in the womb we are fitted
for works of darkness, all the while deprived of light;
and there, in the womb, we are taught cruelty, by being
fed with blood ;   and may be damned though we be
never born.   Of our very making in the womb, David
says, I am wonderfully and fearfully made, and Such knowledge
is too excellent for me;  for, Even that is the Lord's doing) .
and, it is wonderful in our eyes, Ipse fecit nos, It is he that hath
made us, and not we ourselves, no, nor our parents neither.
Thy hands hone made me, and fashioned me round about,
says Job ;   and, (as the original word is)   Thou hast
taken pains about me; and yet says he, Thou dost destroy me:
though I be the master-piece of the greatest Master,
(man is so) yet if tho\i do no more for me, if thou leave
me where thou madest me, destruction will follow*
The womb, which should be the house of life, becomes
death itself, if God leave ifc there: That which God
threatens so often, the shutting of the womb, is not so
heavy nor so discomfortable a curse, in the first as in the
latter shutting ; not in the shutting of barrenness, as in
the shutting of weakness, when children are come to
% the birth, and there is not strength to bring forth*
It is the exaltation of misery, to faU from a near hope of
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